LENA
"Let's share this," he said, and drew the corner of his
leather coat over her head.
She found herself in a small tent with him. She had to
huddle close, so as to be under cover, while the down-
pour drummed on the coat.
She was so cold and wet that she did not feel the
slightest awkwardness. She was only angry that help had
come so late. He had taken his time over it, the idiot!
Her head was level with his chest. Looking down, she
could see only her own wet knees pressed together with
her skirt stretched as tightly over them as a tarpaulin
cover, and a corner of the checked lining of the coat.
Suddenly she heard a loud, slow beat right by her ear.
A heart beating. His heart.
Surprised, she listened. It had not been beating like
this all the time. It had been beating of course, but not
so that you'd notice it.
Now it was beating so that you would notice it.
She wanted terribly to see his face. After all, she did
not even know what he looked like. Perhaps it would be
better if—no, whatever he was like, let it go on.
And go on beating it did.
Without moving, she managed to insert two fingers in
the opening of the coat, made a tiny slit in front to let
in the light, and then, cautiously turning her head,
looked up into his face.
It was shadowed, frowning, disturbed. Black eyes
looked down at Lena.
She dropped her head quickly and did not raise it
again. And now there were two hearts beating beneath
the leather coat.
Closing her eyes, she listened to that thunder, that
drumming—in herself and in him.
A warm tumult suffused her—shame, and gladness in
the shame, and pride, and surprise, and triumph.
The rain stopped, and he got up.
"Well, here we are," he said, smiling with some
embarrassment. "It looks as though we're arriving, ...
But you stay like that for the present!" he added hastily,

